*No, pater; but you may be taking on a bigger business
than you reckon.9
'How?'
'Don't ask me.'
CHAPTER XXXV
ONE speaks of the moods of spring, but the days that are
her true children have only one mood: they are all full of
the rising and dropping of winds, and the whistling of
birds. New flowers may come out, the green embroidery
of the hedges increase, but the same heaven broods over-
.head, soft, thick, and blue, the same figures, seen and
unseen, are wandering by coppice and meadow. The
morning that Margaret had spent with Miss Avery, and
the afternoon she set out to entrap Helen, were the scales
of a single balance. Time might never have moved, rain
never have fallen, and man alone, with his schemes and
ailments was troubling Nature until he saw her through a
veil of tears.
She protested no more. Whether Henry was right or*
wrong, he was most kind, and she knew of no other standard
by which to judge him. She must trust him absolutely. As
soon as he had taken up a business, his obtuseness vanished*
He profited by the slightest indications, and the capture
of Helen promised to be staged as deftly as the marriage
of Evie.
They went down in the morning as arranged, and he
discovered that their victim was actually in Hilton. On his
arrival he called at all the livery-stables in the village, and
had a few minutes* serious conversation \yith the proprietors.
What he said, Margaret did not know - perhaps not the
truth; but news arrived after lunch that a lady had come
by the London train, and had taken a fly to Howards
End.
* She was bound to drive,* said Henry. * There will be her
books.9                                                                             |
* I cannot make it out/ said Margaret, for the hundredth
time.
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